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A GRAVEYARD IDYL.

In the summer of 1K7 , when rnung Doc-
tor Putnam waii recovering from an attack of
typhoid fever, he used to take short walks In
the suburbs of the little provincial town
where he lived. He was still weak enough
to need aeane, and had to sit down nowand
then to rest. His favorite haunt was an

cemetery lyiuiu at the western edge
of the alluvial terrace on which the town is
built.

It was quiet, shadv old cemetery, not
muck disturbed bv funerals, tmlvat rare
Intervals a fresh heap of earth and'a slab of
clean marblo Intruded with their tale of a
new and clamorous Brief among the sunken
mounds and weather-staine- d tombstones of
the ancieut sleepers for whom the tears had
Ions; been dried.

One afternoon Putnam was In his accus-
tomed seat, whistling softly to himself and
cutting his initials into the edge of tho bench.
me air was Dreamless, and the sunshine lav
so hot on the marshes that It seemed to drawup in a visible steam a brlnv Incense which
mlmclcd with the spicy smell of the red
cedars. Absorbed in reverie, he fnilcd to
notice how tho scattered clouds that had
been passing across theskv nil the afternoon
were beinir gradually reinforced bv big tluffv
cumuli rolling up from tho north, until a
rumble overhead and the rustle of a shower
in the trees aroused him.

In the eenterof the grounds was an ancient
summer-hous- e standing amidst a maze of
flower-bed- s Intersected bv gravel walks.
This was the nearest shelter, and. as the rainbegan to patter smartlv, l'utnain pocketed
his knife, turned up his and ran
for It. Arrived at the garden-hous- he
found there a group of three persons, driven
to harbor from different parts of the ceme-
tery. The shower increased to a storm, the
lattices were lashed bvtho rain and a steadv
stream poured from lie eaves. The altluc'a
and suowberry bushes in the flower-pot-

and even tho stunted along the
paths, swayed In the wind. It grew iiiltedark In the summer-hous- shaded by two
or three old hemlocks, and it was only by
the lightning-tlashe- s that Putnam could
make out the features of the little company
of refugees. Thov stood in the middle of thebuilding, to avoid the sheets of rain blown
in at the doors in gusts, huddling around a
pump that was raised on a narrow stone
platform not unlike the daughters of Priain
clustered about the great altar in the pene-
tralia: Prujcipites atra ceu tempestate
colutnbir.

They consisted of a voting girl, an elderlv
woman with a towel and watering pot, and a
workman In overalls, who carried a spade
and had perhaps been interrupted in digging
a grave. The platform around the pump
hardly gave standing room for a fourth.
Putnam accordingly took his scat on a

near one or the entrances, and, while
the soft spray blew through the lattices over
his face anil clothes, he watched the effect
of the lightning-flashe- s on the tossing, drip-
ping trees of the eemcterv-gron- n Is.

"I have spent the night here often, " said
the young lady, in an absont voice and as If
murmuring to herself.

" You haver' exclaimed Putnam. " Oh,
you slept in the t, 1 suppose, on
the old lady's shake-down- .''

She was silent, and ho began to have a
weird suspicion that she had spoken In earli-
est. "This is irettlng Interesting," he said
to himself; and then aloud, " You must
have seen iiieer sights. Of course, when
the clock struck twelve all the ghosts popped
out and sat on their respective tombstones.
The ghosts in this cemetery must be awfully
old fellows. It doesn't look as if they hail
buried any one here for a hundred and

years. I've often thought It would
be a good idea to inscribe C'omplet over the
gate, as they do on a Paris omnibus, "

"You speak very lightly of tho dead,"
aid the young girl In a tone of displeasure

aud looking directly at him.
Putnam felt badly snubbed. lie was about

to attempt un explanation, but her mau:ier
Indicated that she considered the conversa-
tion at an end. Islie gathered up her skirts
and prepared to leave the summer-hous-
The water had soaked away somewhat Into
tho gravel.

" Excuse me," said Putnam, advancing
desperately and touching his hat, " but I no-

tice that your shoes are thin and the ground
Is still rery wet. I am going right over to
High Street, and If I can send you a carriage
or anything "

" Thank you, no; I sha'n't need it;" and
she stepped off hastily down the walk.

Putnam looked after her till a winding of
the path took her out of sight, and then
started slowly homeward. "What the deuce
could she mean," he pondered as he walked
along, "about spending the night in the
cemetery? Can she no she can't be the
gatekeeper's daughter and live in the gate-
house? Anyway, she's mighty pretty.'"

On the next day he started ou his custo-
mary walk,and his feet led him involuntarily
to the cemetery. As he traversed the path
along the edge of tlte hill he saw in one of
the grave lot the heroine of his Yesterday's
encounter, and a suddeu light broke in on
him: she was a mourner. And yet how hap-
pened it that she wore no blackr There was
a wooden railing round the Inelosure, and
within it a single mound and a tombstone of
fresh marble. A few cut flowers lay on the
grave. Sho was sitting in a low wicker
chair, her bands folded in her lap and her
eyes fixed vacantly on the western hills.
Putnam now took closer note of her face. It
was of a brown paleness. The air of hau-
teur given it by the purity of the prolile and
the almost insolent stare of the large black
eyes was contradicted by the aweet, irreso-
lute curves of the mouth. At present her
look expressed only a profound apathy. As
he approached her eyes turned toward him,
but seemingly without recognition. Ijitll-den-

was not among Tom Putnam's fail-
ings: he felt drawn by an unconquerable
sympathy and attraction to speak to her,
even at the risk of intruding upon the

of her grief.
" Kxeuse me, miss," be began, stopping in

front of her, "but I want to apologie for
what I said yesterday about about the cem-
etery, ll must have seemed very heartless to
you, but I didn't know that you were in
mourning when I spoke as I did."

" I have forgotten what you said," she an-
swered.

" I am glad you have," said Putnam,
ratherfatuously. There seemed really noth-
ing further to say, but as he lingered for a
moment before tiirningaway a perverse rec-
ollection surprised him, and he laughed out
loud.

8he cast a look of strong Indignation at
him, aud rose to her feet.

Oh . I nsk rmir ririlfi ttn.liannfl lltnna ll
no evclalincil reddening violently. "Please
don't think that I was laughing al any tlilnic
to do with yon. The fuel is that lasl idlutle
Slieech of mine reminded me of siimcthlng
that happened dsv liefer yesterday. I've
been l. k, anil I met a li b iid on the street
who said, 'I'm glad vou're better:' and I
answer,,,!, 'I'm glad that vnu'r glad that
I'm better;' and then he said, 'I'm glad thatyou're glad that I'm glad that vou're better'

like the Mouse that ,1m k lliilll, you know
and It came over me all of a sudden that

the only way to continue our conversation
graeettillv would be for volt to sav, 'I'uiglnd
that you're glad that I've forgotten what you
said yesterday.'"

Mie had listened Impatiently to this naive
mi iiicwni ineonerent explanation, anil

she now ssi. I, "I wlh you would go awav.
1 ou see that I am alone here and In trouble.
I can't imagine what motive you can have
for annoying me In this way," her eyes till-
ing w ith angry tears.

Putnam was too much pained by the vehe-
mence of her language to attempt any Imme-
diate reply. Ills lirst Impulse was to bow
and retire without more words. Hut a per-
tinacity which formed one of his strongest
though perhaps least amiable traits counter-
manded his Impulse, and he said gravely,
"terlainlv, I will goat once, but In lustleeto myself I must lir-- t assure vou that I didn't
mean to irtrude upon you or annoy you In
any way."

Mie sank down Into her chair and averted
her face,

" You say," he continued, "that you are
In trouble, and I beg vou to believe that I re-
spect your aillietion, and that when I spoke
to you Just now It was simplv to ok pardon
for having hurt your feelings vostcrdav.
without meaning to, by my light mention of
the dead. I've been too near dentil's door
myself lately to Juke about It." He paused,
but she remained silent. "I'm going awav
now," hesaid softly. "Won't vou sav that
vou excuse, mc, and that you haven't auv
hard feelings toward nief"

"Yes, oh yes,'' she answered wearily: "Ihave no feelings. Please go awav."
Putnam raised his hat respectfully, and

went off down the pathway. On reaching
the little e he sat down to rest on a
bench before the door. The gatekeeper was
standing on the threshold In his
smoking a pipe. "A nice day after the rain,
sir," he began.

"Yes. It is."" Have you any folks here, sir?"" No, no one. Jlut I come here sometimes
for a stroll."" Yes, I've seen you about. Well. It's a
nice, iiuict place for a walk, but the grounds
ain't kep' up quite the shape they to
be: thero ain't so much occasion for It.
Seems as though the burvln' business was
dull, like pretty much every thing else

"Ties, that's so," replied Putnam

The gatekeeper spat reflectively upon the
rs" oi me uoorsiep, anu resumed:
'There's some that comes here quite reg'lar,

but they mostly have folks here. There's
old Mrs. Lyon comes very steady, and there'syoung Miss Plnckncy: she's one of the mostreg'lar."

" Is that the young lady in gray, with black
eyes?"

"That's she."
"Who Is she in mourning for?"" Well, she ain't exactly In mourning. Iguess, from what they say, she hain't got

the money for black bilnnets and dresses,
poor gal ! Hut It's her brother that's burled
here last April. He was in the hospital
learning the doctor's business when he was
look down."

In the bosnltal? Was ho fron the Snulli
do you know?"

" Well, that I can't say: like enough he
was."

" Old you say that she Is poor?"
"So tliey was telling me at the funeral. It

a mighty poor funeral too not inore'n
a couple of hacks. Hut you can't tell much
from that, with the fashions
some of the richest folks buries private like.
You don't see no such funerals now as they
had ten years back. I've seen fifty kerrlilges
to oust in that gate," waving his
pipe Impressively toward that piece of

"and that was when kcrriilge-hlr- e

was half again as high as It is now. she must
have spent a goodly sum In green-hous- e

fl iwers. though: fresh hoquets 'most every
day she keeps

" Well, good-day,- " said Putnam, starting
off.

" Good-da- sir."
Putnam had himself just completed his

studies at the medical college when attacked
by fever, and he now recalled somewhat
vague'y a student of the name of Piuckney,
and remembered to have heard that ho was
a Southerner. The gatekeeper's story In-

creased the interest which he was beginning
to feel in his new acquaintance, and he re-
solved to follow up his begin-
nings to a better issue. He knew that great
delicacy would bo needed in making further
approaches, and so decided to keep out of
her sight for a time. In the course of the
next few days ho ascertained, bv visits to the
cemetery nnd talks with the keeper, that she
now seldom visited her brother's gravo in
the forenoon, although during the first
month after his death she had spent all Iter
days and some of her nights beside it.

Putuam read the inscription on the tomb-
stone, which rau as follows: "To the
.Memory of Henry finckuev. Horn Oetob
--".ith, 1N.VJ. Died April i'Tth. 1ST;" and
under this the text, 'If thou have borne him
hence, tell me w here thou hast laid him."
He noticed with a sudden twinge of pity that
me oncers on uie grave, luougu Ireslilv- -
pieked every day, were wild flowers most-
ly the tleld varieties, with now and
then a rarer blossom from wood or swamp,
and now and then a garden flower. He gath-
ered from this that the sister's purse was
running low, and that she spent her morn-
ings in collecting flowers outside the citv.
lie determined that the shrine of her devo-
tion should not want richer offerings. There
was a on the way from his home
to the cemetery, and he now stopped there
occasionally of a morning and bought a

to lay upon the mound. This contin-
ued for a fortnight. One morning ns he ap-
proached the little grave-lo- t with his accus-
tomed offerings, he looked up and saw the
young girl standing before him. Her eves
were lixed on the flowers in his hand. He
colored guiltily and stood still, like a bov
caught robbing an orchard. She looked hotlr
surprised ami embarrassed, but said atouee:
"If you are the gentleman who has been
putting flowers on my brother's grave, 1

thunk you for his sake, but "
She paused, nnd be broke In: 'I ought

to exjilaiu. Miss Pinekney, that I have a bet-
ter right than you think, perhaps, to bring
these flowers here; I was a fellow-stude-

with your brother lu the medical school."
Her expression changed immediately,

"oli, did you know my brother?" she asked,
eagerly.

He felt like a wretched hypocrite as he an-
swered, "Yes, I knew him. though not In-

timately, exactly. But I took I take
a very strong Interest in him."" Everyone loved Henry who knew him,",
she said, "but his class have all been grad-
uated and gone away, aud he made few
friends, bccatise he was so shy, No one
comes near him now but me."

" May I come sometimes?"" You may come if you wish to visit Hen-
ry, lint don't bring any more of those ex.
pensive flowers. I suppose It Is seltlsh in
me, but I can't bear to have any of his
friends do more for him than 1 can."

" I won't bring any more, of course, if It
troubles you, and I thank vou very much for
letting me come. Good morning, Hiss
Pinekney." He bowed aud walked away.

Putnam availed himself discreetly of the
permission given. He came occasionally of
an afternoon, and sat for an hour at a time,
Usually she said little. Her silence ap-
peared to proceed not from reserve, but
from dejection. Sometimes she spoke of her
brother. Putnam learned that he had been
her only near relative. Their parents had
died in her childhood, and she had come
North with her brother when ho entered the
medical school. Prom something that she
once said Putham inferred that her brother
had owned an annuity which died with him,
and that she had been left with little or
nothing. They had few acquaintances in
the North, almost none in the city. An aunt
in the South bad offered her a borne, and
she was going there in the fall. Sh looked
forward with dread to the time of her de-
parture.

One day the two were sitting, as usual, In
silence or speaking but rarely. It was a day
in the very core of summer, and the life of
Nature was at its flood. The shadows of the
trees rested bo heavy and motionless on the
grass that they appeared to sink into It and
weigh it down like palpable suhstances.

"I feel, said Putnam, suddenly, "as
though should live for ever."

" Did you ever doubt it," she asked.
"oh, I mean here ici baa in the body.

I can't conceive of death or of a spiritual ex-
istence on such a day as this. ' '

"There is nothing here to live for," she
said wearily. Presently she added, "This
hot glare makes me sick; I wish those men
would stop hammering on the bridge, 1

"'J could die and gt away Into the

"I hope," he began anxiously, "thatyon are not feeling slot. : you spoke ).,.t w
of being ,ppre..,-- by the beat. Elellsemef,,r staying s hmg,"

"oh no," she answered, "I'm not slek.
1 reekon I need Utile rest. ud eon-In-

Putnam lingered after she was gone. Ho
found Ins way lo his old bench under the
cellars and sat there lor a while. He had not
occupied this seat slnen his first meeting
with Miss Plneknev in the summer. house,
and the Initi als whleh he had whittled on its
edge impressed him as lielenging to , me by-
gone stage of his history. 1 his was the Hrst
time thai she had questioned him about him-
self. His stmpailiv had mm herconlldeine,
but she hail treated him hitherto In an im-
personal way, as something tributary to her
brother's memory, like the tombstone or the
flowers on his giae. The su.pl. Ion that he
"as king ii.jr for own sake had not, so
fares Putnam could discover, ever enteredher thoughts.

Hut In tho course of their next few Inter-
views there came a change in her behavior,
the simplicity and unconsciousness of her
Borrow had become, complieated with some
other feeling. He caught her looking at himnarrowly onee or twiiw, anil when he looked
hard at her there was vlslblo In her manner
a soft agitation something which In a girl
of more sanguine complexion nilirht have
been Interpreted as a blush, she sometimes
suffered herself tube coaxed a little way lino
talking of things remote from the subject of
her sorrow. Occasionally sho questioned
Putnam shyly about himself, aud lie need-- d
but slight encouragement to wax l.

she listened quietly to hi- - experi-
ences, and even smiled now and then at
something that lie said. His heart beat high
with triumph; he fancied that lie was lead-
ing her Blowly up out of the Yalley of the
Shadow i,t Death.

Hut the upward path was a steep one.
She had many sudden relapse and changes
of mood. 1'iitnani ilivlned that she felt hergrief loosening its tight hold on herund g

away, and that she clung to It as a con-
secrated thing with a morbid fear of losing
It altogether. There were davs when her
demeanor betokened a passionate

as though she accused herself secret-
ly of wTon; nig her hrothcralul profanlng his
tomb In allow ing more cheerful thoughts to
blunt the edge of her bereavement. He re-
marked also that her eves Were often red
from weeping. There sometimes mingled
with her remorse a plain resentment toward
himself. At such times she would hardly
speak to him. and the slightest gavel v or
even chcerriiluess on his part was received
as downright heartlcssness. He made a
practice, therefore, of withdrawing at once
whenever he found her in this frame of
mind.

One day they had been sitting long to-
gether, she hail appeared unusually con-
tent, but had sunken little. The si rii'o'lt. In
her heart had perhaps worn itself out forthe
present, and she had yielded to the warm
current of life aud hojie which was bearing
her back Into the sunshine.

Putnam stopped talking abruptly, hut
presently said, You have not asked uie for
your fuchsias."

She stood still and held out her hand for
them.

"I thought you might be meaning to let
me keep them," said Putnam. His heart
beat fast and his voice trembled as he con-
tinued: " Perhaps you thought that what I
said a while ago was said In a Joke, but I
mean It in real earnest."" Mean what?" she asked, falntlv." Don't you know what 1 mean?'' he said,
coming nearer and taking her hand. " Shall
I teli vou, darling?"

"on, please don't: oh, I think I know.
Not here not now. Give me the flowers, ' '
she said, disengaging her hand, "and I will
put them on Henry's grave."

He handed them' to her a:id said, "I won't
go on now if it troubles vou; but tell me
lirst I am going away shan't
be back till October shall I tiud you here
then, and may I speak then?"

"1 shall be here till winter."
"And may 1 speak then?"
" Yes."
"And will vou listen?"
"Yes."
"Then lean wait."
They moved on again along tho cemetery-walk-

Putnam felt an exultation that he
could not suppress. In spite of her lan-
guage, her face and the tone of her voice
had betrayed her. He knew that she cared
tor bim.

On the morrow he was to start for the
mountains. Ho visited the cemetery in the
morning, but Miss Pinekney was not there.
He did not know her address, nor could the
gatekeeper inform him; and in the afternoon
he set out on his Journey with many misgiv-
ings.

It was early October when Putnam re-

turned to the city. He went at once to the
cemetery, but on reaching the grave his
heart sank at tho sight of a bunch of wither-
ed flowers w hich must have lain many davs
upon the mound. The blossoms were black
and the stalks brittle and dry. "Can she
have changed her mind and gono Houtu al-
ready?" he asked himself.

There was a new sexton In the gatehouse,
who could tell him nothing about her. He
wandered through the grounds, looking for
tlte old woman with the v.'ateriug-iio- t, but
tile season had grown cold, and she had
probably ceased her gardening operations
for tho year. He continued hi- - walk be-
yond the marshes. The woods had grown
rusty and the sandy pastures outside the
city were ringing with the incessant creak of
grasshopjiers, which rose iu clouds under
his feet as lie bru-he- d through the thin
grass. The blue. curl and the

distilled their pungent aroma lu the au-
tumn sunshine.

Soon alter arriving at the hills he had
to Miss Pinekney a long letter of ex-

planations and avowals, but he did knowtiie
number of her lodgings, or, oddlv enough,
even her Christian name, and the letter had
been returned to him unojiened. The next
month was one of the unhapiiiest in Put-
nam's life. I In returning to the city, thor-
oughly rcs'ored In health, he had opened an
ollicc, but found It impossible to devote
himself quietly to the duties of his profes-
sion. He visiied the cemetery at nil hours,
but without success. He took to wander-
ing about, in remote quarters and back
streets of the town, and eyed sharply every
female tigure tliat passed 'him in the twi-
light, esjieciaily If it walked quickly or wore
a veil. He slejit little at night, and grew
restless and Irritable. He had never conliiled
his experience even to his mother: it seemed
to him something apart.

One afternoon toward the middle of No-
vember he was returning homeward wearv
and dejected from a waik in the suburbs.
His way led across an uninclosed outskirt
of the town which served as a common to
the poor people of the neighborhood. It
was traversed by a score of footpaths, and
frequented by gnats, and by ducks that dab-
bled in the puddles of rain-wat- collected
In the hollows. Halfway across this open
tract stood what had formerly been an

country house, now 'converted into
a Around this
was a clump of old pine trees, the remnant
of a grove which had once flourished In the
sandy soil. There was something In the des-
olation of the place that flattered Putnam's
mood, and be stopped to take It in. The air
was dusk, but embers of an angrv sunset
burned low in the west. A cold wind made
a sound In the pine-top- s like the beating of
surf on a distant shore. A flook of little
winter birds flow suddenly up from the
ground into one of the trees, like a flight of
gray leaves whirled up by a gust. As l'ut-
nain turned to look at them he saw, against
the strip of sunset along the horizon, the
slim tigure of a girl walking rapidly toward
the opposite side of the common. His heart
gave a great leap, and be started after her
on a run. At a corner of the open ground
the tigure vanished, nor could Putnam de-
cide into which of two or three small streets
she had turned. He run down one and up
another, but met no one except a few labor-
ers coming home from work, and finally
gave up the quest. Hut this momentary
glimpse produced In him a new excitement.
He felt Mire that he had not been mistaken ;

he knew the swift, graceful step, the slight
form bending in the wind. He fancied that
he had even recognized the poise and shape
of the little head. He imagined, too, that
he had not been unobserved, and that she
had some reason for avoiding htm. For a
week or more he haunted the vicinity of the
common, but without result. December
was already drawing to an eud when he re-

ceived the following note:
Dkar Mn. Putham : You must forgive me

for running away from you the other evening:
I am right am I not? in anppnsiug that you
saw uud recognized me. It was rude in me
not to wait, but 1 had not courage to talk
with any one lost then. Perhaps I should
have seen vou before at the cemetery if you
still walk thett) but 1 have-bee- sleknndhave
not been there for a Ionic time. I was only
out tor the lirst time when I saw you lust Krt.
day. My aunt lias sent forme, and I tun going
.South lti a few davs. I shall letive directions
to have this posted to you as boou as lam
gone.

I promised to be here when you csuiie back,

and I this to thank vou for voorklnit- mo piitio svov I It'OlSK,oil limit v., n again. ll, ink that I knowwhat e,n wt,i,t,..l sl ne thst '1,., I.ialwent i., tt,,. K,,.,.t, h ous, and indelhappier cln ooislsn' s I rotiM have tivchvon the atisw r which von svlshcl ;othave en so much S, is1,, ao'l sin of suchBl.e.mv ,11., I. .ii. that I an, i,i ill f r ,1
tut society, ,,,! j IJ1W J(m Wim, rvret your
Choice.

I shall think very ofMn and very arnlcfollvot von, i, ,,, .,:,q , ,,., ,h ,,,(. ,, ,
little hahy's gluve-,.tolic- .

i M,M,t.S ', KSKI.
Putnam felt stunned and benumbed

flrsl reading this letter. Then he readover mechanically two or three times.date was a month old. but th postmark
howed that It had Just been milled.

must hae postponed her departure some,
what alter writing it. r,r the person withWhom It had been left had neglected lo post
It tl'l now. He felt a sudden oppression and
need of air, and taking hi. hat left the house.
It was evening, and the :; of
ser.son lav deep on the ground. Ai.-'e- - andgrief ill, (deil his heart. "It's too bad!
bad. he murmured, with tears III his eyes;

site might have given me one chancespeak, she hasn't lieen fair tome. What'sthe matter with her, anyhow? Hi- -
brofiiled nnd brooded till sho Is downright
melancholv.mad;" and then, with a revul.son of feeling, "Mv p.mr darling girl!
Here she has been, sick and alone, sittingday after day in that cursed graveyard.ought never to have gone to the mountains;
I ought to have stayed. I might have kuown
how It would turn out. Well, it's all overnow, I suppose."

He had taken, the di-
rection of the cemetery, an I now found
himself at the entrance. The gate was
locked, but he climbed over the wall and wad-
ed through the snow to the spot wlo re
bad sat with h- -r so many summer after-
noons. The wicker chair w as buried outsight In a drift. A scarcely visible undula-
tion in the white level marked the position
of the mound, and the head-ton- e had a

'I he cedars stood black in the dimmoonlight, and the icy coating of theirboughs rattled like candelabra. He stood
few moment, near the railing, ar.d then torelb? b iter into fragment- - and threw ihetn
the snow. "There icood-bv- . c.,n,l bv !"
-- aid, bitterly, a- - the wind carried them skat-
ing away over the orust. '

Hut what was that? The moon cast
shadow of Henry Pinekney 's he idstnnethe snow , but w hat was that oilier and .imliar shadow beyond It? l'utnain had been
standing edgewise to the slab; he shifted
position now and saw a second stone and
second in' I side bv side with the Irst.An awful faintnessaml seized hi
as he approached It and bent his head e,,.0dow n to the marble. The Jagged shadows
the s plaved across tile sur-
face, but by the uncertain light he could
read the name "Imogen Pincknev," and
be ow It the inscription, "Wir hoffen aul.se,,.,. .1. g.CCrS, tlpiHCijtt't Jo;OJ'ie.

Selling a Child—A Girl Fourteen Year
Old Offered for $600.

A ct Rtous scheme for rniiin2; money
by the virtual aitle of a child nearly
years of age, says the Philadelphia
Prvs.1, was unearthed vestenlnv by
Priss reporter. Un Wednesday "last "the
following advertisement appealed in the
New York lhrald :

ADOPTION Amiable, prepossessing
girl, u, cultured. Industrious,nnd excellent child's nurse; full surrender;nnancial mist,,rt,lm. require,, adopted parentsto res,,!,, abroad; nsH table per-on- s willingto pay now p,r her tutiire services

Mrs. I arrie Newton, 1'i. nadolol, iu: releiencesexchanged.

Persistent inquiry resulted in
that the advertiser was a woman

calling herself Mrs. Drown, who, until
ft o'clock yesterday afternoon lived at
No. 007 South Ninth Street. A visit
was made to the hoiise.ostetisilily forthe
purpose of securing the child for adopt-
ion", and the following facts were elicit-
ed: Mrs. Hrown, who hails from the
Slate of Indiana, has been in this city
for nearly a year, during which time
her husband lias been out of employ-
ment. She brought from her Western
home a healthy-lookin-

child, which she had adopted as her
pwn before coming East. Owing
financial dilliculties, and the want
any income from her husband, Mrs.
Hrown stated that it had become an
iioi,ii(3 iiece.ssiiy mr ner to aispose o
uoi luster ciiuu ior a casii consideration,
which she places at .ou0.

" I am very sorry to part with her,"
said she, "but as mv husband and my-
self intend to leave this part of the coun-
try next week, and as we can not afford
to take the child with us, I want to se-
cure for her a good home before we go.
Her natuo is Fiances Leota Morris. She
was born in June, 1SG7, in the State
Indiana, from whence her parents re-
moved to the city of Milwaukee, in Wis-
consin, taking their daughter with them.
Two more children a boy and a girl
were born there, l'our years ago the
mother died, and niter this eveut, the
father, who had never exhibited any

love for his offspring, placed
them in an orphan asvlum. It is sup-
posed that ho went further West. I saw
the girl in the asylum and took ignite
fancy to her. As'we had no children of
our own my husband and I agreed to
adojrt Frances, and we took her from
the institution. No legal form was gone
tlirougn to secure her. We merely
promised to give the child agood home,
and that was sutlicient to satisfy tne
oilicials having her in charge. Now
that we need money, and as "there are,
no doubt, many puojile who would lie
glad to have such a nice looking child,
wo have concluded to surrender her to
any one who will guarantee a good,
moral home and pay a reasonable sum
fur .hor services in advance. Six hun-
dred dollars, you know, is less than
$1.75 a week from now until she is L'l
years of age."

Frances Leota was called up from the
cellar kitchen. She came shyly up the
steps, with a babv in her arms, which
Mrs. Brown said was her own. The
girl's faco was rosy and dimpled, her
features regular and inclined to round-
ness, and a pairof dark hazel eyes com-
pleted a rather pretty face. She was
very bashful, and answered only in mo-
nosyllables when questioned.

Last night Mrs. Hrown removed from
No. COT South Ninth Street to a house
on South Eleventh Street, where she
proposes to remain for a week probably,
or at least until her charge is disposed
of at a remunerative figure. She claims
to have received a number of good offers
for the child, all possessing pecuniary
advantages for herself.

One of England's Perils.
The consumption of patent medi-

cines in England is giving serious alarm
to the medical authorities. It is stated
that the one article of stomach bitters
alone goes down 18,276, 4'JS British
throats annually, while proprietary
cathartic and liver pills to the vast num-
ber of Uii;!,4ijrt,o50 are yearly assimilated
iu the United Kingdom. Tooth-past- e

enough to cover the entire outside of
St. Paul's Cathedral with a coat three
inches thick and corn salve sutlicient to
butter the county of Kent have been
applied in the twelve months ending
September 1. These panaceas have
taken a deep hold on the insular heart,
and it is as much as the American fac-
tories can do to supply the demand.
When the roast beef of old England
was supplanted by the Texas article,
there was a considerable kick in the old
country, but now that we send them the
usual trimmings of pills and bitters,
they certainly liave no rational ground
for complaint. St. Louit

Mvua Clark Gaines, the great fe-

male lawsuitisl, celebrated her 73d birth-
day by having the chicken-po-

A Pit for Wintering Cabbages.

sp OjNF.RAM.r, a cellar is a Tory poor
place in which l winter cabbages. In

I most caws cellars are either U,o damn,
n or too warm, to secure Just th ponili-lion-

s
r needed, and conse-jtientl- the cab-

bages soon decay, or become flabby and
wilu'd thereby being very poor in llav-o- r.

We have seldom seen a cellar that
has been Just right for wintering this

on delicious vegetable fur a well grown
it cabbage, well kept, and well cooked, Is

lie a most unique reiish, and an important
)art of a giod"vi.'getablo dinner,' which,
once a week at least, should grace every
farmer's table. How to winter them
well is now the point, and this the old
gardeners understood to perfection.

the Cobbett and Eessendcn the editors of
the old Htm Emland t'armtr and

too Hridgeman and Schenck, poetical and
practical old gardeners all of them, whoto wrote from lsil up to lxil, gave direc-
tions of great minuteness for wintering
cabbages, in their works, but Inter auth-
ors say but little about it. Still it is
just as important now to know how to

I
winter them as It was thirty years ago.
And this way is by means of the pit, or
cold frame or trench. Make a frame of
boards, like a hot-be- d frame, banking
up earth on the outside, having it six
feet wide, and of any length necessary,
and into this transplant the oabbsffe's.
Cover this with boards, and over the

he whole pack straw or leaves, keeping it
of

in place by means of strips of joists or
stakes. Another method Is to n a
trench a foot deep and a foot wide, into
which place the cabbages, heads down-
ward, and cover the earth well over

a them. Over this earth heap leaves, lit-
ter or straw, and from both iositions

on the cabbages may be removed during
he early winter as wanted for use, or they

can be kept in either position until Ajiril
a or May, when they may be had f'.r

on sjuing use. Cabbajes, thus kept, will
winter firm and solid, of good flavor,
and when taken out will be in good con-
dition for conking, by lirst placing thorna in cold water for an hour or two before

in cooking. We advise the trial of one or
the other of these methods of wintering

of cabbages, even where persons have what
they term a "good cellar" f.r in a
warm winter cellar, cabbages will soon
decay; and as vigorous old William
Cobbett wrote in 1821, "Nothing is
nastier than putrid cabbage, and one
rotten cabbage will communicate its
offensiveness to a whole parcel." On
this account, keep them from your house
cellar, if you would know how delicious

14 a vegetable in winter a sound, sweet,
solid, healthy cabbage may be, if well

a cooked. Remember if well cooked!
At 10 England Furuirr.

Breaking Colts.

This subject, says T. F. Kinsel in
the Ohio t 'armer, is of great importance,
not only to farmers, but to all who own
or drive horses. A colt improperly
trained to harness mav, by bad conduct,
endanger the life of the driver at any
time. I have trained a pood many colts
to drive double and single, arid to
bridle. To get a. good, true, trusty
team, I wouldrather have two ot the
same age and train them together, lirst
to double and then to single harness. I
would never try to handle a colt without
using " the cord " to teach him that he
can be handled at will. The idea of try-
ing to break a colt by main strength has
long since been exploded, and ha been
the cause of upsetting the man's temper
and teaching the colt a lesson he never
ought to learn, viz., that he is stronger
than his master. If a man keeps his
temper and knows what he wants the
colt to do, and patiently teaches him, I
have the first one to see that ever re-
fused to do the work called for when he
understood the order or command. A
horse has more sense than he is rener- -
allv credited with, and when treated
with good judgment in the first hand-
ling rarely turns out vicious. They
ought to be handled with harness oil
before they are hitched up, and
the work ought to be thoroughly
and patiently done. Farmers have too
little time and expect entirely too
much of a young colt when first hitchod
up. I know a party in Kentucky who
sells scores of colts yearly, and he
slated to me that he was in the habit
of training all his weanlings to walk
about in a little light sulky, and that
they never forget it. By patience, a
well-bre- d horse can be taught anything
that belongs to his business, but not by
force or cruelty. You may whip anil
drive the dunghill horse, but with hot-te- r

a blood a different course is necessary.
It is strange, too, how poorly trained
farmer's horses are, when it would pay
so well to have them handy, safe, trusty
and prompt w hen in harness. A man
from the city will pay a good round
price for a "driver" that can be left
hitched near the cars, and will pass
busses, steam thrashers, etc., in safety
to himself nnd family. A span of such
colts will sell at a good price and jiay a9
well for their training us anything a
farmer can raise. Twenty years ago I
cut a great deal of grass and wheat
from home, and drove farmers' teams
to reaper and mower, and I state that
not one team iu ten would take hold of
the bit. Now, I think a team that won't
take the bit and drive up true and steady
on the lines are poor excuses, and ought
to be trained over.

Novelties in Paper Making.

One of the successful novelties into
which straw paper is worked up is tho
cork and corrugated paper. The cork
and corrugated paper consists of straw
paper or board, on which is placed
granulated cork, the cork being fastened
to the surface of the strawboard by a
heavy sizing. Substitute cork for sand
as you look at sand paper, and you will
have an idea of the appearance "of cork
paper. The article is corrugated as de-
sired. It is used largely as a packing
for a great variety of buttled merchan-
dise, being substituted for straw. The
manufacturers buy their straw paper in
from fifty to Beventy-tiv- e ton lots. An-

other important use for strawboard has
been developed in the past few years in
the manufacture of round paper boxes,
the peculiarity of which is that the
heads or covers are of one piece, instead
of consisting of a disc and a rim such as
is seen, for instance, in the ordinary
pill-bo- x cover. The covers and

being of the same form, are made
by the same machine, and with greater
rapidity and accuracy. The body of
the box is cut from paper tubes rolled
for the purpose, of any desired size; the
heads and bottoms are adjusted, and
tlte box is complete. Vaper World.

Pickled Onions. Small silver-skinne- d

onions ; remove outside skin so that
. each one is white and clean, put them

into brine that will float an egg for three
days; bring vinegar to a boiling point,
add a little mace and whole red pep- -

Sers, and pour hot oyer the onions w ell
from tho brine.

Bekts endure little frost, turnips im- -

Srove
with a little, carrots stand a good

it, and parsnips, salsify and ar-

tichokes may be left out all winter with
advantage. ,

Our Young Folks.

[MAMMA AND AT
S Pome:- - he ssld: "It IS Sleepy time;

I will sine you such a sweet i ttie rhyme
Homcihnig ta it y,,ii can understand
About WUUt the) d" ill HlUIIIIST-l- . ,111,1."

" No," hesaid. f will not be go,, I!
1 m a roblier f live In a areat utfl Is ocele of eak,s.j,nd-- s

l',u can go to slumber-Land- , If y,,u please"'
Hut shes-,1,1- : "In Slmnlier-Tow-
KvciviK, )v Is lying down.
And ail tn creature. man fo flsh.
Have , met ting Issue, tu.ui they can wish!"
Then they don't know how to wish," he said.

think if li stupi't to l.. in twsl
I "Oi oi:i(r to burn tin; world all down.
saiej i ii'in r want Pi go to your yiuinbor- -

Town.

" fl'it listen ." she said; "In "liimbor-Stree- t
1 ou ul e ii hear music low and sweet.
And sometimes, there, you meet face to
People you'll meet in no other place!"

" "h. that." hesaid. "will not make mc go;
I hfce a b'.n'l'ortriin her, y,,o know,

lib a monkey; an I do not care
To meet strange people'iniwhere:"

" But listen!" she said: "In Hiimber.fousoThe oat forgi-t- how to eaten the nemo;Tne n ingiily boys are lie, ..r there
btoo'l iu a corner or set on a chair! '

" We. that Is n little ' said bo," Itut f am ifobia. a: once,
I'm a I aptaiu. I'm not a little t.v.
And Ib.s la utj trumpet-Sti- .v aaoy"'

" Rot listen"- - she Bid: "In Kbimticr-Itoo-

le suilfiil Hower you sec , bi.soui ;
Tn- - le st of itieru all. th" very te st.
You mav pe a if j,jU ca,oie-- it name

liest."
Why. that's a qjeer name for a flower," b

said:' Hut you needn't think f an g tnr fo
tn a r itCs-- again a gre,,t h.g. nravc.

bplei.did robler and tins is my cuvel"

How oulet the enve grew, presently:
hoc rin;cd. an st,,,. 0 d .wn t., ctAnd what she saw was h r l.irl.. oriand1 ra eiuig far into s.uiaiwr-te- j.

Two curtains white, with their fringes

shut him fat Info Slumber-Town- .
.nl she .n"H thai the res'l-- ,te f..et
W fjre talking sot'ly in iMinU-rtrc'- .

Mitwtrtl iwv,jn!u lo .V. .e.a.j.
CAUGHT IN A BRIER-BUS-

OtT in apart of the country where it
is very hilly, there stands a fed house
at the foot ot a s'.ecn hiil whose side is
covered with birch and pine trees, and
atnicK undergrowth of brush. In thatt u,trnk',,littleithi''lrHa' ?nd What

thZv ZT.mm,awt ' """,. bakL"?- - R"d
play by the litt.e brook in

the yard. They were making a bridge
Snf bT, '"'L'1! m''aZh-- r

white Kitten
tried it. and stepped across without oace
wetting her dainty feet.

Now that s done, and what 11 we do
next r- asked rest ess little Susie.

tL i"; iilnme V lct 8up hill and nnd the brook
gins It s hard climbing, and mother

I am t big enough: but I m big- -
gcr now than 1 was the lust time T

her.''
"Well, let's go then.-- ' said Susie,

eagerly, and off they started, hand in
hand at lirst. but they soon found they
each ueeded two hands to catch hold of
the bushes and projecting rocks, as
they climbed up the hiil close by the
little bed of the brook. L'p and up they
went; it was pretty tiresome, but there
vvas fun in it, for the white kitten rau
nimbly ahead and kept slopping for
ineiu. anu ine orooK sccmeu to laugh
out loud as it danced merrily to meet
them.

' Haven't wo gone much as a mile?"
asked Susie at lat, winding her arm
around a young birch tree, while she
stopped to take breath.

' No, not more than I
guess," said Bennie. "See, there's
our chimney down there, aud smoke
going out. Mother's making pies."

"Oh, then lets hurry!" Susie ex-
claimed, starting again, and as she
Eushed her way around a thick briery

was the white kitten wait-
ing for them just ahead, and there at
last was the bubbling spring, gushing
from among the roc'ts, the birth-plac- e

of their dear brook.
"Oh, Susie, make a cup of your hand

and drink some water!" said Bennie,
bending down to do it himself.

I can t! lean t! I am caught m the
hrierst" f.r:,l s.isio ste,,,r,rir,,..
Bpoke to disentangle herTelf,but it '

as if every thorn ou the bush
reac hed out to catch at her, aud sue

'

could not get away.
Iiennie ran to help her, but only got

his hands scratched, and when Susie
her head, the briers caught her

curls so that she could not move any
more without her hair being pulled,
This was too discouraging, aud she be--
gan to cry.

" Oh, dear! I wish mamma was
here." said Uennie, looking wistfully
down at the top of the home chimney
below.

" Mamma! mamma!" he shouted
then as loud as he could; but the wind
blew the wrong way aud took the shout
up hill instead of down. Then he said
he would go home and tell her to come.

"Oh.no, no!" begged Susie. "I
don't dare be left aloue; there might
be bears among the trees, or a snake.
Don't go, beuuie!"

"Well, I won't," said Bennie; "but
I wish I had some scissors or a knife.
Father ought to gtve me a knife, any-
how: I'm big enough."

Then he sat dow n by Susie, and they
wondered what they should do; would
they have to go without dinner aud
supper? Would thr.y have to stay all
night there on the hiil?

"Oh, I am so tired!" said Susie, mov-
ing her head a little, but it hurt so that
she began to cry agaiu. Tho little white
kitten rubbed agaiut her aud purred, but
it could not help her. Yes it could help
her! A bright idea flashed into Ben-
nie' s mind.

"Let's send a note to mamma by
kitty!" he exclaimed. " I've got some
paper in my pocket and a little stub end
ot pencil, and I can print!"

Susie slopped crying and watched with
great interest wane lien slowly printed
down these words on a torn slip of
paper:

"DeeR MaMa, here TanuiW ma
Bill lit bush. CuM:F

Then he found a piece ot atring in his
pocket, and tied the no'e around the
white kitten's neck. When that was
done, he turned her head down the hill
towards home, and clapping his hands
at her, said in dreadful tuacs:

"Seat! Soat!"
The frightened kitten darted down

the hilL aud was quickly out of sight
among the bushes.

" A'osi mamma'U oomo!" said Susiw,
with a sigh of relief. But Bennie huA
thought of something else.

"Ira going to send a letter in a boat
now," he said, and again he alowly
pinned on another ragged slip

" Deolt MaMa. We alll up heKe T'mglLd In
aBKille. CuM?'

This he fastened to a piece of birch
bark, and launched it down the little
tumbling stream, which , carried it
swiftly out of sight.

" Now she'll come pretty soon," he
said, sitting down la perfect faith to
watt.

Their mamma baked her hread tliatf
morning, and then she baked plus and
made cookies and got her dinner oven
before she had time lo think much about)
the children. Then she stepjied to th
door to see how they were getting;
along, and called them, but there was
no answer.

Tho wind blew in her face and the)
white kitlen rubbed against her feet, a

"Where aro tho children, kitty f'i
she asked, looking down, and then sh
Siied tlio note tied around the whltw
furrv neck. She took It off and roatt
the blurred words: ,

fleer MaMa. We nllt up helte Tangll.1 laBlliltc llusu. l uM " ,

She caught her oft" the)
nail and started, but hardly knew which,
way to go. They were up the hill, of
course, but she might mis them. Am
she stood irresolute, right in sight down
the brook came the little birch-bari- c

raft, with a piece of paper pinned to it
which was too wet to read, but it told
her all she wanted to know, for now It
was plain that they had gone along by
the brook.

Ho she started swiftly up the hilL
pushing the bushes aside, with the little
white kitten running before her, and u
it was not nearly a mile nor even sv

quarter, that tin; littlo ones had gone,
siie soon reached the spot where Susie
stood wearily in the grasp of the brier
bush, and lien sat patiently waiting at
her side.

Was there ever a tangle that a mam-
ma could not set right? Gently and
skillfully she freed lirst the curls, and
then the little dress, and then with her

d girl and boy followed the
stream back again, just in time to meet
papa as he came to dinner. Jfnry L.

j
b'jitea LfuwM, in Youth, i:mitinion.

Corn-Stal- k Cattle.
' Last winter my health gave out. and
the doctor said I must go .Vuith. What
a mourning there was among our littlo
boys at the thought of losing Aunt Kate
ami her "beautiful stories!''

Just before the train started, little
Jamie begged to be held up to the car
window to give me a good-b-y kiss.
Poor little fellow: his eyes streamed
with tears, and not even the promise
of a pound of candy could console
him.

' I was not going to
invah spim tir win!

"f mine OQ au Alabama plantation,
How glad I was to find that she, too,
had a little boy! He was not much like

;the nephews I had left behind, but I,on found him to be a good-hearte-

brave little lad.
His mamma and I were sitting one

rainy morning with our work beToro a
great wood tire, when Frankie and hU

companion, Abe. a colored boy.
came in with an armful of Ion", dry
corn stalks, a handful of chicken
ers and two kitchen knives.

Sow, Irankie, you are going to
make a mess, so get some papers and
put them down ou the floor." said
Frankie" s mamma. Abe ran to get the
papers, and very soon the two boys
were down on their knees, peeling the
stalks.

I noticed that the stalks were old and
brittle, and that the boys preserved the
hull. After watching them for some
miuutes. I began lo mate inquiries as
to wnai tne stalKs were tor

' CMUS' WUa Ai"1 S"m

I then asked how they made cattle.
Frankie did not seem communicative,
so Abe again answered my question.

"Waal, we jest cuts 'eiu. Ii yer
waits a minute I'll show yer."

.
He cut. oft'..a niece

.
of the oeeled stalk

? ,,ut. luur, lnctu;s io,,S' thoa the
nuI. "' .

our pieces about a quarter of
,uc "u '""? nB,

8u0'i two of these pieces near one end
of the stalk for hind-leg- and the two
others at a quarter of an inch from the
other end for front ones. He then cut
a piece of the staik about an inch long
for the head, a niche for the mouth, two
piu3 for eyes, aud narrow bits of hull
lor horns; another little strip of hull
was stuck first into the head and then
into the body to form the neck, a chick-
en feather put in for the tail, aud the
job was finished.

",N,'),W' dV'n'" aaiJ, Abe,
lv' !V?!J"lg " ' dou 1 f'21

'
I smiled, but Abe was too good- -

natured to notice it. This animal I
found, with slight variations, was
t0 represent burses, cows, mules, sheep,
doss aud pigs, and even clucKeus,
which, of course, were much smaller.
anJ ua'' ou'.v two T- 1 the cour-- e

of the morning Frankie and Abe mauu- -

faetured a sow with --even little pigs,
two cows, a mule and a horse.

It had stopped raining, so the boys
asked if I would not like to go out and
see their farms. Under a shed in the
yard were these two fartas, arranged
1X3 nearly as possible like Frankie'a
lamer s. uarus, siaoics, wagou-nous-

and pig-pe- were made of bricks on a
very small scale, and inhabited by corn-
stalk cattle.

A wagon made of a chip tied to two
Sjxiols was hitched up with two corn-
stalk oxen, their feather tails standing
up in the air.

I thought my little friends would like
this new breed of cattle. They struck
me as being much easier to manage
than those of Noah's ark, for there ia
hardly a boy who. has not had all man-
ner of trouble in making Father Noah's
cows and horses stand up. LiiUher to-
gether some corn btalks' this autumn,
let them dry, and stocka farm for your-
self. Flurence E, 2'yng, in Jlurjer''
Young People- -

Im Afragola. Italv. two fianiilies, long
in a state of feud. Weir agreed to set-
tle it with knives. "ue faction
consisted of e, Sylvester and
Michael SoJzao; the other of Francis,
Thomas ssf Michael C'astaldo. They
went out into tb street, and at a given.
aicnai kaivea were drawn and the ba- t-
' began. Lawrence and oylvester

dropped dead in their tracks and their
brother Michael was seriously wounded
The conquerors then went on an excur-siu- n

ia tile country.

ftJisa Emma Colter made a builoom
ascenniou from Kow&u County, Ky.,
and was. about two miles from the earth,
vahen the balloon caught tire. For-
tunately the tire burned slowly, awl

uougu, of the heated air wus rutaindi
in tlie balloon to give it some buoyancy,
until it had settled to withia about one
hundred leet of the earllc when is de-

scended with great rapidity. Atiss
Colter was dragged some distanoe aud
badly bruised, but no bones were
broken.

The Emory City (British Columbia)
Sentinel says it is read in every house
in that town; bnt there are only two
houses, and one of these is the ulttce of
the Sentinel newspajier.

m m

Of the last lots of Mormons embark-
ing from Liverpool a.id (ila-igo- w fo
Utah, X.5U0 have been Welsh miners.


